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To Mrs. SIDDONS. 


MAD AM, 


Cannot commit this Tragedy to the preſs 

without availing myſelf of the opportu- 
nity to acknowledge the ſupport you gave it 
on the ſtage. I felt myſelf under the weight 
of a reſponſibility during its trial before the 
Public, which made thoſe moments extremely 
anxious; for had I been adjudged guilty of 
miſemploying your talents, I muſt have ſunk 
under the ſentence without appeal, conſcious 
of having conceived the fable, and addreſſed 
every feature and expreſſion of the prevatling 
character profeſſedly to you: in ſhort there 
was no poſſible ſhelter for ſelf- prejudice (had 
that been amongſt my failings) to reſort to, 
where all the Performers ſtood ſo ably in the 


ſcene, and where the ſpectacle was ſo fully 
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furniſhed by the liberality of the Proprietors, 


that I can honeſtly declare my endeavours, 
antecedent to the exhibition, had not been 
employed to urge their ſpirit to expence, but 
on the contrary to reſtrain it. 


I am deeply grateful to a generous and can- 
did Audience for their reception of this Tra- 
gedy ; and though I am not to learn how 
much of their applauſe reſts perſonally with 
you and your aſſociates in the caſt, I am. no. 
leſs penetrated with a ſenſe of the favours I 
am to transfer to others, than of thoſe which 
I may be permitted to retain to myſelf. 


The character of our Drama in its beſt ex- 
amples is ſo cloſe to Nature, that you, Ma- 
dam, who are apt to give ſo perfect a reflec- 
tion of her image, ſeem born for the elevation 
of the Britiſh ſtage. The Author, who ſhall 
write for you, muſt copy from no other mo- 
del but Nature; every thing muſt be addreſſed 
to the ſpectator's heart, and of courſe muſt 
flow from his own ; artificial ſituations, trick- 
ing incidents and ſtudied declamations, muſt 
be thrown aſide where you are to appear; it 
will not be his aim to make you loquacious 
I in 
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in the ſcene, becauſe he has ſuch ſine recita- 
tion to reſort to, nor will he call you out in- 
to ſtarts and attitudes, merely becauſe he has 
a form ſo ſtriking to diſplay at his command; 
glittering paſſages and traps for plaudits will 
be beneath his attention ; he will lead fim- 
plicity in his hand, and keep ſublimity in his 
eye. 


To ſuch a Poet may I now conſign you! 
Yet before I make over ſo valuable a convey- 
ance, let me appriſe him of the extent of his 
good fortune; and thrat it is not only in the 
public repreſentation of his ſcenes where he 
will find your importance, but in every ſtage 
of the buſineſs preparatory to their exhibition. 
To add one voice to a multitude is a ſmall 
tribute to your talents ; but to bear teſtimony 
to your zeal, diligence, and punctuality in all 
thoſe duties of your profeſſion, which, though 
of equal moment, are of leſs notoriety, falls 
firſt to my lot; and if my ſucceſſor ſhall feel 
theſe offices as ſenſibly as I do, he will ac- 
knowledge ſtronger reaſons to eſteem you for 
the good qualities originating with yourſelf, 
than for the brilliant gifts which you derive 
from nature. | 

Proceed 
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Proceed in your courſe, and depend upon a 
generous Public. It would be living to an 
evil purpoſe indeed, if it were for no other 
purpoſe but to depreſs them we live with ; 

| and your contemporaries will not fail to ſee 
| how much it is their concern to foſter and 


protect a genius, which contributes to ren- 
der their own times and their own country 
ſuperior to all others. 


I have the honour to be, 
Mavpan, 


Your moſt faithful and 


moſt obedient Servant, 


. Rich Cumberland, 


PROLOGUE 
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By the AUTHOR. 


Spoken by Mr, PAL M E R. 


0 LD Drury's dock prepares a launch this night, 
New from the keel, ( fair ſpeed The Carmelite I) 

True Britiſh-built, and from the Tragic ſlip ; 
She mounts great gun the nat a firſt-rate ſhip : 
A gallant Knight commands, of ancient fame 
And Norman blood, Saint Valori his name; 
On his main-top the Chriſtian Croſs he bears, 
From Holy Land he comes, and Pagan wars : 
Twenty long years his lady mourns him dead, 
And bathes with faithful tears a widow'd bed ; 
Our ſcene preſents him ſhip-wreck'd on her coaft— 
No fign, we hope, our venture will be bit. 

Yet bald the Bard, to mount ambition's wave, 
And launch his wit upon a wattry graue; 
Sharp critic rocks beneath him lie in wait, 
And envious quickſands bar the Muſe's ftraight ; 
Wild oer his head Detractian's billows break, 
Doubt chills his heart, and terror pales his cheek : 
Hungry and faint, what cordials can he bring 
From the cold nymph of the Pierian ſpring ? 
What flores collect! from bare Parnaſſus head, 
Where blooms no vineyard, where no beeves are fed? 
And great me laurels, which impart 
Fame to his head, are famine to his heart. — 

Vet on he tails, and eager bends his eyes, 
Where Hume s bright temple glitters to the iet. 
Ab, Sirs, tis eaſy work, to fit on ſhore 
And tutor him who tugs the labouring oar : 
Whilft he amidſt the ſurging ocean fleers, 
Now here, now there, as faſhion's current veers : 
Rouſe, rouſe for his protection ! you, who ſit 
Rang'd in deep phalanx, arbiters of wit ! 
And you aloft there, keep your beacon bright, 
Oh, make your Eddy-flone ſhew forth it's light ; 
So. ſhall our Bard fleer to its friendly blaze, 
And anchor in the haven of your praiſe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


SAINT VALORI (the Carmelite) 

LORD HILDEBRAND, — 
LORD DE COURCI, — 
'MONTGOMERI, — — 


FITZ-ALLAN, _ — 


MATILDA, the Lady of St. Valori, 
Attendants, &c. 


Mr. SmiTH. 


Mr. PALMER. 
Mr. AicKkin. 
Mr. KEMBLE. 
Mr. PAckER. 
Mr. PriLLIMORE. 
Mr. FAuckrr. 


Mrs. S1DDoNs. 


Time, that of the Repreſentation, 


THE 


THE 
CARMELITE: 


A 


RA N 


936 
SCENE IL 


A ruthy Shore, with @ View of the Sea, at Break of 
Ft Day. 


Fitz-Allan and Raymond meeting. 


RAYMOND. 
ELL met, Fitz-Allan; what's the time of 
day? | 
- FiTz-ALLAN. 
Broad morning by the hour. 
RayMOND. 
Sleeps the ſun yet > 
Or has the ſtormy ſouth, that howls ſo loud, 
Blown out his untrimm d lamp, and left us here 
B To 
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. CARMELITE: 


To be witch-ridden by this hag of night, 
Out of time's natural courſe ? 
FiTz-ALLAN, 
Methinks the winds, 
Which peal'd like F. th Glendaplock's 
* —qowers, = 
Have lower'd their note a pitch; the flecker'd 
clouds, 
Lifting their miſty curtain in the eaſt, 
Unmaſk the weeping day, 
Euter Montgomeri haſtily. 
MonTGOMERI1, 
Oh, are you men? 
Have you leſs mercy than the winds and waves, 
That you ſtand here aloof ? 
 FiTz-ALLAaNn, 
Why, what has ur ; 
 MonTGOMERI. 
A noble veſſel breaks upon the rocks, 
That jut from old Dunnoſe's rugged baſe ; 
And as the floating fragments drive aſhore 
Our plund'ring iſlanders (convert their hearts, 
Holy St. Michael!) daſh the drowning wretches 
From the poor wreck dy eling to, and engulph 
them 
Quick in the * waves: : by Heay' n that made 
me 
I cou'd forſwear my nature, when I ke 
Man fo degenerate! A 
RAY MOND. 
Lo! we are ready: 


2 


Lead $0 the beach. 


MoNnNTGOMERT 
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MoNnTGOMERI. 
Alas ! *tis now too late: 
I had not left it but that all was loſt : 
The element had mercy ; man had none. 
Two I have ſav'd; the one a Carmelite, 
Noble the other in his mien and habit; 
left them in the outſkirts of the grove z 
Let us go forth, my friends, and bring them in : 
You to that quarter, I to this. Away | 
[ Exeunt ſeveraly. 


Enter Lord H ldebrand and Saint Valori. 


SAINT VALORũI. 
Bear up, Lord Hildebrand ! there's hope in view. 
See*ſt thou yon turrets, that o'ertop the wood? 
There we may ſhelter from the ſtorm, and men 
More mercileſs than rocks and{winds, that wreck'd 
Our ſtrong-ribb'd galley in the foaming ſurge. 
HILDEBRAN D. 
] ſee the towers you point at, but I fear 
My limbs will fail their burden ere we reach them. 
Let me lie down beneath theſe oaks, and die, 
SAINT VALORI, 
If thus you ſhake with the ſoul's ague, fear, 
Back to the ſea, and ſeek the death you fled from; 
Make not a coward's grave on Engliſh ground; 
Your life is ſtak*d, your gauntlet is exchang'd, 
Each drop of blood about you is in pledge 
To meet the champion of Saint Valori, 
A lady's champion, in King Henry's lifts : 
There fight; or, if you needs muſt die, die there; 
Fall, as a Norman knight ſhou'd fall, in arms. 


KE HIilDEBRAND:. 


— — . 


— — 


—— —— 


Let that ſuffice ; we are no ſavages. 


4 THE CARMELITE: 
H1LDEBRAND. 
Father, your words accord not with your weeds. 

SAINT VALORũI. 
Our anceſtors were holy men, and they 
Ordain'd the combat, as the teſt of truth; 
Let them who made the law defend the law, 
Our part is to obey it,—Hark ! who comes? 
The iſlanders will be upon us.—Stand ! | 


Enter Fitz- Allan and Raymond. 


FiTz-ALLAN. 


- 


What ho! Montgomeri the men are found. 


SAINT VALOEI. 


Inhuman Engliſhmen ! Will you deſtroy 


Your brethren ? We are Normans, 
Enter Montgomeri. 


MonTGOMER1I. 
Le are men, 


| SAINT VALORI, 
"Tis the brave youth who ſav'd us. 
MoNnTGOMERI. 
_  Heav'n hath ſav'd you, 
To Heav'n give thanks, O men redeem'd from 
death : | | 
All elſe have periſh'd !-—Tis a barbarous coaſt, 
SAINT VALORũI. 
How 1s your iſland named ? 
MonTGOMERI. 
The Iſle of Wight, 
SAINT VALORI, 
Alas! that iſle fo fair ſhould prove ſo fatal [| a 
e 2 Is 


— 
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And you our benefactor, by what name 


Shall we record you in our prayers ? 
MON TGOMERIL, 


I am call'd 
Montgomeri. 
| SAINT VALORũI. 
*T will be our grateful office, 
Generous Montgomeri, to make ſuit to Heaven 
To bleſs, reward, and from diſtreſs like ours 
Protect you ever. 
MoNnTGOMERI. 


Now declare thyſelf, 
And this thy mournful friend, whom grief makes 
dumb, 
Say who he 1s, 


H1ilDEBRAND. 
A wretch without a name. 
SAINT VALORI, 
A gentleman of Normandy he is, 
One who has ſeen good days. — Tis now no time 
To tell you further: he has wounds about him, 
And bruiſes dealt him on the craggy beach, 
That cry for charity.-Whoſe is that caſtle? - 
MonTGOMERI. 
A lady's, whom we ſerve, of Norman birth. 
| Saint VALORI. 
Then lead us to her gates, for we are Normans z 
Poor helpleſs men, fainting with want of food 
And over-watching : tedious nights and days 
We ſtruggled with the ſtorm : the greedy deep 
Has ſwallow'd up our ſhip, our friends, our all, 
And left us to your mercy. Sure your lady, 
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The wojeic Providence are full of wonder, 


6 _ THE CARMELITE: 
Who owns ſo fair a manſion, owns withal 


A heart to give us welcome. Vou are ſilent. 
FIT Z-ALLAN. 


To ſave you, and ſupply your preſſing wants 


With food and raiment, and what elſe you need, 
We promiſe, nothing doubting: more than this 


Stands not within our ee ae ſtranger 


Enters her caſtle, 
SAINT VALORI. 
Wherefore this excluſion ?. 
What can ſhe fear from us? 
FiTZ-ALLAN, 
Aſk not a reaſon ; 
We queſtion not her orders, but obey them. 
| SainT VALORũI. 
Then lay us down before her caſtle- gates, 
And let us die: inhoſpitable gates 
Your roofs ſhall echo with our famiſh'd . — 
A Norman ſhe! impoſſible: our wolves 
Have hearts more pityful. 
| MonTGOMERTYI. 
Iu?our faints in bliſs, 
Your calendar of martyrs does not own 
A ſoul more pure, a virtue more ſublime : 


Her very name will ſtrike defamers dumb, 


SAINT VaALORI, 
Speak it. 
MonTGOMERTI. 
Saint Valori. | 
SAINT VALORI. 
Uphold me, Heaven! 


And 
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And all its works are mercy.— How now, Sir! 
Will you betray yourſelf? what ſhakes you thus? 
HILDEBRAND. ' 
I ſicken at the heart: let me go hence, 
And make myſelf a grave. . - 
SAINT VALORI. 
Be patient: ſtay | 
And hath your lady here conſum'd her youth 
In penſive ſolitude ? Twenty long years, 
And itill a widow ! 
MonTGOMERI, 
Still a mournful widow, 
SAINT VALORI. 
Hath ſhe ſuch ſorrows of her own, and yet 
No heart to pity our's ?. It cannot be : 
I'll not believe but ſhe will take us in, 
And comfort her poor countrymen. 
MoNnTGOMERI. 
Forbid it, Heav*n, 
That miſery thus ſhould plead, and no friend found 
To ſpeak in its behalf —l'Il move her for you. 
SAINT VALORI. 
The Mother of our Lord reward you for it! 
*T will be a Chriſtian deed, 
FiTz-ALLAN. 
Montgomeri, turn; 
Have you your ſenſes ? the attempt is madneſs, 
RAYMOND, 
Where is the man, native or foreigner, 
(Inmates excepted) ever paſs'd her doors? 
Who dares to aſk it ? 
Mon TCOMERI, 
I; Montgomeri. 
B 4 RayMSND, 
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8 THE CARMELITE: 


RayMonD. 
So dare not I. 
FiTzZ-ALLAN. 

Nor I : ſucceſs attend you ! 
But ſhare the attempt I dare not—ſo farewell. 
[ Exeunt. 
MoynTGOMERTI. 
Farewell to both !—Strangers, be not diſmay'd, 
IF ſoon return; the place will be your ſafeguard. 
a [ Exit Montgomeri. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Lord Hildebrand, ſtand not aghaſt: you ſee 
The youth is confident : look up and live 
H1LDEBRAND. 
By wy ſoul's penitence, I'd rather die 


_ Unpitied, ſtarv'd, and to her caſtle dogs 


Bequeath my untomb'd carcaſe, than receive 
Life from her hands; the widow of Saint Valori! 
That brave heroic Champion of the Croſs, 
Whom, from the holy wars returning home, 
Within the rugged Pyrenæan paſs —— 

SAINT VALORI. | 
No more of that: I have your full confeſſion ; 
You flew Saint Valori, and now his widow 
Provokes you by her champion to defend 
The rights you ſeiz'd, the title you inherit, 
And hold by bloody charter. What's your fear? 
Saint Valori's dead; he cannot riſe again, 
And beard you in the liſts. 

HID EAA vp. 

3 | Oh, that he cou'dl 
So I were not a murderer. 
| SAINT 
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SAINT VALORI. 
Grant you ſlew him, 
Twenty long years have ſtaunch'd the bleeding 
wound 
Of him you flew, and laid his angry ghoſt. 
Have you not rear'd his ſtately tomb, endow'd 
The abbey of Saint Valori, and purchas'd 
Perpetual maſſes to reclaim his ſoul 
From purgatory's bondage ? Have you faith 
In abſolution's power, and do you doubt 
If yet atonement's made ? 
HILDEBRAN Nn. 
| I do perceive 
The hand of Heav'n hangs o'er me and my houſe : 
Why am I childleſs. elſe ? ſeven ſons ſwept off 
To their untimely graves ; their wretched mother 
By her own hand in raging phrenzy died; 
And laſt behold me here, forlorn, abandon'd, 
At life's laſt hour, before her ſurly gate, 
Deaf to my hungry cries : and ſhall we rank 
Such judgments in the caſual courſe of things ? 
To me *tis palpable that heav'nly juſtice 
Puts nature by, and to the ſwelling ſum 
Of my uncancell'd crimes adds all the lives 
Of them who ſunk this morning, 
SAINT VALORI, 
What know'ſt thou, 
Blind or obdurate man ? Shall we deſpond, 
On whom the light of this deliverance ſhines ? 
No, let us boldly follow : there's a voice 
Augurs within me wond'rous things, and new, 
Now on the moment's point: for of a certain 
I know 


But were we not your countrymen, diſtreſs 


ww. THE CARMELITE: 
I know this lady ſhall ſet wide her gates 


To give us joyful welcome : ſable weeds 

Shall turn to bridal robes, and joy ſhall ring 
Throꝰ all her feſtive manſion, where of late 

Deep groans and doleful lamentations howl'd. 
Therefore no more ; from my prophetic lips 
Receive Heaven's mandate and behold 'tis here 


Enter Montgomeri. 


MonTGOMER]. 
Health to your hopes, that were but now ſo ſick ! 
Ye ſons of ſadneſs, caſt off your deſpair 
Heav'n has vouchſaf'd deliverance, and ſends 
Its angel meſſenger in perſon to you. 
Saint VATLORI. 
T hen let me kneel, and hail the heav'nly viſion ! 
| [ Kneels, 
Enter the Lady of Saint Valori. 
To Him, to Him alone, who by the hand 
Leads his unſeeing creatures thro? the vale 
Ot ſorrow, to the day-ſpring of their hope, 
Be praiſe and adoration A poor Monk, (ri/ing) 
Who has trode many a weary league, as far 
As there was Chriſtian ground to carry him, 
Aſks for himſelf, and for this mournful man, 
Newly eſcap'd from ſhipwreck, food and reſt, 
Warmth, and the ſhelter of your peaceful roof. 


MarI LDA. 
Are ye of Normandy ? 


Saint VALORI. 
We are of Normandy : 


Like 


i T7 -R: ASS DK 11 


Like ours wou'd make us fo. Two of your ſervants 
Spoke harſhly, and had thruſt us from your gates 
But for this charitable youth. 
MATIL DA. 
Alas! 
I am a helpleſs ſolitary woman, 
A widow, who have loſt—O God! O God! 
*T will turn my brain to ſpeak of what I've loſt : 
It is amongſt the lighteſt of my griets 
That I have loſt myſelf. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Thyſelf! 
MAT IL DA. 
My ſenſes: 
| At beſt they are but half my own, ſometimes 
I am bereft of all. Therefore I lead 
On this lone coaſt a melancholy life, 
And ſhut my gate, but not my charity, 
Againſt the ſtranger. | 
SAINT VALORũI. 
Oh, ſupport me, Heaven 
'Tis ſhe, 'tis ſhe ! that woe-tun'd voice is her's ; 
Thoſe eyes, that caſt their pale and waining Nees 
With ſuch a melting languor thro* my foul, 
Thoſe eyes are her's and ſorrow's.— Heart, be ſtill! 
She ſpeaks again. 
MATILI DA. 
You ſhall have food and ae ; 
Ill bring you medicines for your bruifed wounds. 
What elſe you need declare, 
SAINT VALORI. 
If I ſpeak now, - 
She cannot bear it; it will turn her brain. 


What 
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12 THE CARM ELITE: 
What ſhall I ſay? We are your countrymen— 
Oh my full heart! Oh anguiſh to diſſemble ! 
MATILDA. 

Nay, if you weep—— | 

SAINT VALORT. 

Let us but touch your altar: 
We are the ſole ſad relicks of the wreck. 

CL. et us but kneel and offer up one prayer 
Por our ſoul's peace, then turn us forth to die. 
| MATILDA. 
= Mercy forbid it !—Oh, approach and enter: 

If you can weep, we will converſe whole days, 
And ſpeak no other language; we will ſit, 
| Like fountain ſtatues, face to face oppos'd, 
And each to other tell our griefs in tears, | 
Yet neither utter word. Pray you, paſs on; 
I had not been thus ſtrict, but that I hear 
Lord Hildebrand is on the ſeas : I hope 
Lou are not of his friends, 
HILDEBRAN ). 
Death to my heart! 
O father Comin, I muſt have leave | 
SAINT VALORI, 
On your ſalvation, peace ! 
MArTIL DA. 
What wou'd he ſay? 
SAINT VALORI. 
His brain begins to turn: take him away. 
I pray you, lead him hence, 
[Montgomeri leads off Hildebrand, 
MarT1lDa, 
Alas! I pity him. 


Why 


Trin 


Why doſt thou ſtay behind ?—Whence that emo- 
tion ? 
What wou'dſt thou more? 
SAINT VALORI. 
I wov'd invoke a bleſſing, 
But that each ſainted ſpirit in the ſkies 
Will be thy better advocate. 
MATILDA. 
Remember, 
When you converſe with Heay'n, there is a wretch 
Who will be glad of any good man's prayers, 
Farewell. 


SAINT VAILORI. 
Oh, tell me, have you then endur'd 
T m_ * years of mournful widowhood ? 
MaTILDA 

They fay * tis twenty years ago he died ; 
I cannot ſpeak of time: it may be ſo; 
Yer I ſhou'd think *twas yeſterday. 

| SAINT VALORI. 

I ſaw you 


MATII DA. 
You ſaw me] When? 
| SAINT VALORL 
When you did wed your Lord.— 
The paragon of all this world you was. 
Grief has gone o'er you like a wintry cloud. 
You've heard this voice before. 
MATILDA. 
I think I have: 
It gives a painful ſenſe of former days : 
I've heard ſuch voices in my dreams; ſometimes 
Convers'd with them all night; but then they told me 
My 
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My ſenſes wander*'d,—Pray you, do not harm me: 
Leave me, good Monk; indeed I know you not. 
SAINT VATLORI. 
J wore no monkiſh cowl in that gay hour 
When you wore bridal white. On Pagan ground, 
Beneath the banner of the Chriſtian Croſs,  - 
Faithful I fought ; I was God's ſoldier then, 
Tho? now his peaceful ſervant. 
| - MarTiLDa. 
5 Lou have fought 
Under the Chriſtian Croſs. Tou ſhake my brain. 
| SAINT VALOR1I. 
Peace to your thoughts I will no farther move you: 
Shall I not lead you hence ? 


MaTILDA. 
Stand off; ſtand off! 
The murderer of Saint Valori is abroad ; 
The bloody Hildebrand is on the ſeas.— 
Riſe, riſe, ye-waves ! blow from all points, ye winds, 
And whelm th* accurſed plank that wafts him oyer 
In fathomleſs perdition Let him fink, | 
He and his hateful crew ! let none eſcape, 
Not one; or if one, let him only breathe 
To tell his tale, and die Away ! begone ! 
You've made me mad. 
SAINT VALORũI. 
| J was Saint Valori's friend: 
He never yet bled with the battle's wound, 
But I ſhed drop for drop: when o'er the ſands 
Of ſultry Paleſtine with panting heart 
He march'd, my panting heart with his kept time, 
And number'd throb for throb. 


MATILDA 


& TRAG!/ED:'T, 15” 
MATILDA. 
Where are my people ? 
What ho! Montgomeri ! Lead, lead me hence. 
Enter Montgomeri haſtily, with Gyfford. 
Give me thine arm ! ſupport me ! Oh, *tis well, 
To horſe, to horſe =I have a champion now, 
Whoſe hand, heart, ſoul are mine, and mine are his; 
One who has valour to aſſert my cauſe, 
And worth to wear the honours he defends. 
MoNnNTGOMER Is 
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What haſt thou done, old man? 
GYFFORD, 
Stay not to queſtion z bl 
Look to the lady : leave the Monk with me. 1 
Marir pA. 1 
Come, let us hence; I do not live without thee. ji 
[Exit with Montgomeri. . 
SAINT VALORI. wy 
Amazement !—Speak, what kindred, what affection, b | 
What paſſion binds her to that youth ?—Reſolve me, < 
Who and what is he? 1 


GYFFORD. 
You are curious, father. 


Who he may be I know not; what he was 
I well remember. 


SAINT VALORI. us 
What was he? 4 
GYFFORD, | q 
Her page; 1 f 
A menial thing, no better than myſelf. | . 
SAINT VALORI. it 
Heavens | can it be? Will ſhe ſo far deſcend | 
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From her great name, to wanton with her page? 
Saw you the look ſhe gave him ? 


GyFroRD. 
I did ſee it- 
SAINXT VALORI. 

It ſeem'd as tho? his eyes had magic in them, 
That charm'd away her madneſs. —Hah ! you ſigh : 
What means that penſive movement of your head? 
Anſwer! 

GYFFORD. 

Good father, queſtion me no more. 

Fortune can level all things in this world, 
Pull down the mighty and exalt the mean: 
But you and I methinks have outliv'd wonders, 
Now to the caſtle ! Shut both ears and eyes: 


Hear without noting ; ſee, but not obſerve 
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„ II. 


We: > of 200 - 
An Apartment in Matilda's Caſtle. 


Enter Saint Valori and Gy fford. 


GYFFOR PD. 

IT H awful wonder I ſurvey and hear you, 

Whilſt thro' the veil of that diſguiſeful habit, 
Thro? all the changes time and toil have wrought 
In that once- noble viſage, I ſcarce trace 
The lineaments of my moſt honour'd Lord. 

| SAINT VALORI. 
Awake from this ſurprize, and hear me, Gyfford. 
I am no ſpectre, but thy living maſter : 
Wounded and breathleſs on the ground I lay, 
Welt' ring in blood: th' aſſaſſins fled and left me; 
There I had ſoon expir'd, but that a company 
Of merchants journeying from Venice found me, 
And charitably ſtaunch'd my bleeding wounds. 
To their own homes they bore me: heal'd, reſtor'd, 
In a Venetian galley I embark'd, 
And ſail'd for Genoa ; but ere we reach'd 
Our deſtin'd port, a Saracen aſſail'd 
And maſter'd our weak crew. To tell the tale 
C Of 
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Of my captivity, eſcape, return, 
Would aſk more leiſure, and a mind at eaſe. 
GYFFORD. 
But why does brave Saint Valori appear 
A bearded Carmelite ? 
SAINT VALORI. 
This holy habir 
Thro' a long courſe of dangerous pilgrimage 
Has been my ſaving paſſport : thus attir'd 
I reach'd my native caſtle, found it lorded 
By the uſurper Hildebrand; with zeal © 
I burn'd to call my faithful people round me, 
And throw off my diſguiſe; this I had done, 
But ſtrait arriv'd a herald from King Henry 
To warn him to the liſts againſt the champion 
Of my ſuppoſed widow : the pale coward 
Shrunk, yet obey'd the ſummons, The thought 
ſtruck me 
To join his train, and in my fovereign's preſence 
At the laſt trumpet's ſignal to come forth 
Before the King, the lords, and armed Knights, 
And ſtrike confuſion to the caitiff's ſoul. — 
The reſt needs no relation. ; 
GYFFORD. 
*T'is reſolv'd 
To-morrow for Southampton we depart; 
There Henry keeps his court. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Why then, to-morrow 
Truth and the morning-fun ſhall riſe together, 
And this black night of doubt ſhall be diſpell'd: 
Till then lock faſt my ſecret in thy heart, 
And know me for none other than I ſeem, 


Lo, 
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Lo, where they come! Yet, yet I will be patient ; 
Time will bring all things forth. — Gy fford, with- 
draw. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Matilda and Montgomeri. 


MaTILDA.' 
I think he ſaid he was my huſband's friend; 
If ſo I've been too harſh : reaſon forſook me, 
For he did ſpeak of things that rent my heart : 
But let that paſs, —Doſt thou obſerve, Montgomeri? 
 MonTGoMER1. 
With fix'd attention and devoted heart 
I hear, and note your pleaſure, 
MATILD As 
I am calm, 
Thou ſeeſt I am, and not about to ſpeak, 
As ſometimes, when my thoughts obey no order : 
Therefore I pray thee mark. — Thou mult have 
noted | 

With what a tenderneſs I ve train'd thee up 
From helpleſs infancy to blooming manhood: 
Haſt thou not noted this? 

: MoNnTGOMERI, 

| I were moſt vile 

Did I forget it. 

MATIL pA. 
I am ſure thou doſt not; 
For from the moment of thy birth till now 
I've nurs'd thy opening virtues, mark'd their growth, 
And gloried in the fruit of my adoption : 

I've regiſter'd each movement of thy ſoul, 

And find it tun'd to honour's loftieſt pitch, 
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To ſoft affection modell'd, and to love, 

The harmony of nature: my beſt hopes 

Are ſatisfied, and thou art all 1 pray'd for. 
MonTGOMERI. 

What thou haſt made me that I truly am, 

And will be ever : hands, head, heart are your's, 

MaTI1ILDA. 

The day is coming on, the wiſh'd- for day 

(After a night of twice ten tedious years) 

At length is coming on: juſtice is granted; 

I go to Henry's court; Lord Hildebrand 

Is ſummon'd to the liſts : and where's the man 

To avenge the widow's cauſe ? 


M ON TGOMERI. 

Where is the man |! 
And can you want a champion? Have I lv'd 
The creature of your care, the orphan child 
Of your adopting charity, the thing 
Your plaſtic bounty fafhion'd from the duſt 
Of abject miſery ; and does my heart 
Utter one drop of blood that is not your's, 
One artery that does not beat for you ? 


| MArTILI PDA. 
Know, then, I have a champion, noble, brave, 
Heir of the great Saint Valori, my ſon. 


MoxnTGOMERI. 

What do I hear? thy fon Where has he liv'd, 

That I have never ſeen him? never known 

There was a living hero of the name ? 

On, tell me where he is, that I may fly 

To do him faithful ſervice, on my knee 

Brace on his glittering armour, bear his ſhield, 
The 
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The glorious badge of his nobility, 
And ſhout with triumph when his conqu' ring ſword 
Cleaves the aſſaſſin's creſt, Oh ſend me hence, 
To hail his victory, or ſhare his fall! 
MAaTIlLDA, 
Thou art my ſon. 
M oNnTGOMERI. 
Merciful God ! thy ſon! 
MarTILDA, 
Thou art my ſon ; for thee alone I've liv'd, 
For thee I have ſurviv'd a murder'd huſband ; 
For thee—but it would break thy filial heart 
To hear what I have ſuffer'd ; madneſs ſeiz'd me, 
And many a time (ſweet Jeſus intercede, 
For I was not myſelf!) yes, many a time 
In my ſoul's anguiſh, with my deſperate hand 
Rais'd for the ſtroke of death, a thought, a glance 
Of thee, my child, has ſmote my ſhatter'd brain, 
And ſtopt th' impending blow. 
MonTGoMERI. 
Oh, ſpare thyſelf, 
Spare me the dread deſcription ! | 
MarIL PDA. 


Thou haſt been 
Thy mother's guardian angel : furious once, 
In the mind's fever, to Glendarlock's roof 
Mad'ning I ruſh'd; there, from the giddy edge 
Of the projecting battlements, below, 
Meaſuring the fearful leap, I caſt my eye: 
Thy cherub form arreſted it; my child 
Upon the pavement underneath my feet 
Sported with infant playfulneſs ; my blood 
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Drove back upon my heart; ſuſpended, pois'd, 
High hung in air, with outſtretch'd arms I ſtood, 
Pondering the dreadful deed ; thy fate prevail'd, 
Nature flew up, and puſh'd me from the brink— 
I ſhrunk, recoil'd, and ſtarted into reaſon. 
MonTGOMERI, 
Oh terrible to thought! Oh pictur'd horror 
It pierces to my brain; there's madneſs in it. 
MATIL DA. 
Yes, ſorrow had oferturn'd thy mother's brain: 
I have been mad, my ſon; and oftentimes 
I find, alas! all is not yet compos'd, 
Sound, and at peace : it takes a world of time 
To heal the wounds of reaſon ; even now, 
When I would fain relate my life's ſad ſtory, 
I cannot range my ſcatter'd thoughts in order 
To tell it as I ſhou'd. I pray thee pardon me; 
I'll do my beſt to recollect myſelf, 
If thou'lt be patient. 
MoNnTGOMERI. | 
Patient ! Oh, thou ſufferer ! 
Oh, thou maternal ſoftneſs! hear thy fon, 
Thus kneeling, bathing with his tears thy feet, 
Swear to caſt off each fond alluring thought, 
The world, its honours, pleaſures, and ambition ; 
Here in this ſolitude to live with thee, 
To thee alone devoted 
: MarTiLDa. 
No, my ſon: 
Tho? in this ſolitude I have conceal'd thee, 
Ev'n from thyſelf conteal'd thee, to evade 
A fell uſurper's ſearch, and ſtemm'd the tide / 
Ot nature, guſhing to a mother $ heart ; 


Still 


a 


Still J have done it in the ſacred hope 
Ot ſome auſpicious hour, when 1 might ſhew thee | 
Bright as thy father's fame. 
MonTGOMERI. 

I own the cauſe, 
And know how watchfully this hungry vulture 
Has hover'd o'er thee on his felon wings. 
Now I can ſolve this ſolitude around us, 
Why thou haſt built thine airey in this cragg, 
And with a mother's care conceaPPd thy young. 

; MATILDA. 

Another day, and then—meanwhile be ſecret ; 
Diſcovery now wou'd but diſturb the houſe 
From its ſobriety, and mar the time 
Of awful preparation,—Paſs to-morrow ! 
(Oh, all ye ſaints and angels, make it happy !) 
Then, if thou com'ſt a living conqueror home, 
This roof, that ſtill has echoed to my groans, 
Shall ring with triumphs to Saint Valori's name: 
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MonTGOMERT. 
Avert the ſad, ill-omen'd word! 

Thou ſhalt not name it: my great father's ſpirit - 
Swells in my boſom. - When my falchton gleams, 
When the red Croſs darts terror from my ſhield, 
The coward's heart ſhall quail, and Heaven's own 

arm, | | $41. 
Ere mine can ſtrike, ſhall lay the murderer low, jl 

MaT1LlDA. 
Thy father ſtirs within thee : hark | methinks 
I hear the ſhrieks of his unburied ghoſt, 
Screaming for vengeance, —Oh, ſupport, defend me 
See where he gleams, he burſts upon my ſight ! 
C 4 »Tis 
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"Tis he! 'tis he! I claſp him to my heart; 
My hero! my Saint Valori] my huſband ! 
[ Embraces bim 
Enter Gyfford unſeen , ſtarts. 
GYFFORD. 
Huſband ! oh fatal word ! undone for ever ! 
MArTrILI oA. 
I will array thee in a ſacred ſuit, 
The very. armour my Saint Valori wore, 
When in the ſingle combat he unhors'd 
And flew the Lord Fitz-Oſborn. On that helm 
High-plum'd victory again ſhall ſtand, 
And clap her wings exulting ; from that ſhield 
Vengeance with gorgon terrors ſhall look forth, 
Awfully frowning.—Hah ! what man art thou? 
| [ Diſcovering Gyfford. 
Gyffard, what would*ſt thou ? wherefore this in- 
truſion ? 
\* GYFFORD. 
A noble meſſenger from Henry's court 
Is landed on the iſle. 
MaTi1LDA. 
From the King, ſay'ſt fo! ? 
GYFFORD. 
A runner of his train, whoſe utmoſt {peed 
Scarce diſtanc'd him an hour, is now arriv'd, 
And gives this warning. 
MATIL DA. 
Did you not enquire 
His maſter's name and title? 
GYTTOR D. 


Lord De Courci. 
MATILD X. 


A generous and right noble lord he is: 
| Our 


T 


Our Normandy boaſts not a worthier baron, 
Nor one affianc'd to our houſe more kindly : 
Prepare to give him welcome,—Follow me. 
[Exit with Montgomeri. 
GYFFORD, 
Yes, to deſtruction, for that way thou lead'ſt. 
Huſband [her huſband ! her Saint Valori! 
It cannot be.—Without the church's rites - 
Wed him ſhe could not; to conceal thoſe rites, 
And wed by ſtealth, is here impoſſible. 
What muſt I think ?—Thar he is yet her huſband 
In meditation only, not in form. 
Embracing too !—Oh mortal ſtab to honour ! 
O ſhame, ſhame, ſhame! that I ſhou'd live to ſee it, 
Enter Saint Valori haſtily. 
SAINT VALORI, 
What haſt thou ſeen ? my mind is on the rack; 
Thou'ſt been in conference with thy lady; ſpeak !— 
If thou haſt aught diſcover'd that affects 
My honour, tell it. 
GYyYFFORD. 
Hard taſk you enjoin 
Wou'd rather I were in my grave, than living 
To utter what I've ſeen. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Nay, no evaſion. 
GYFFOR D. 


For the world's worth I would not with my knowledge 


Add or diminiſh of the truth one tittle. 

SAINT VaLlLORI. 
Gyfford, as thou ſhalt render up the truth 
To the great Judge of hearts, ſay what thou know'ſt 
Of my unhappy wife; nor more nor leſs, 
Give me the proof unvarniſh'd. | 
GYFFORD, 


— 
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GYFFORD, 
| I ſurpriz*d 
Her and Montgomeri heart to heart embracing— 
SAINT VALORI. 
Death! Heart to heart embracing ! + Woman, 
woman! 
GYFFORD. 
Fond and entranc'd within his arms ſhe lay; 
Then with vplifted rapturous eyes exclaim'd, 
My hero my Saint Valori! my huſband!” 
SAINT VALORI. 
Huſband! reflect. Art ſure ſhe call'd him huſband * 
 _GyFFoRD. 
If * be faith in man, I've ſpoke the truth. 
SAINT VALORũI. 
Why then the truth is out, and all is paſt: 
J have no more to aſk. 
N GYFFORD, 
Hear me with favour ; 
T'1l not abuſe the licence of old age 
And faithful ſervice with roo many words. 
SainT VALORI, 
What canſt thou tell me? I have one within 
That is my monitor: not unprepar'd 
I meet this fatal ſtroke, nor with revilings 
Or impious curſes (be my witneſs, Gyfford !) 
Do I profane Heav'n's ear, tho? hard and painful 
This bitter viſitation of its wrath, 
, = GYFFORD, 
Tho? to the ſure conviction of my ſenſes 
I ſaw and heard what I have now reported, 
Yet, circumſtances weigh'd, I muſt believe. 
As yet ſhe is not wedded. 
SAINT 


* N 
3 . 


A TRAGEDY.” + 


d 
SAINT VaALORY. 


Hah ! not wedded ? 
Periſh the man who dares to breathe a doubt 
Of her unſpotted chaſtity : not wedded ! 
Vet heart to heart embracing ! dreadful thought 
Death in his direſt ſhape approach me rather 
Than that diſhoneſt doubt ! N ) 
GYFFORD, 
8 Wou'd I had died 
Ere J had ſeen this day! | 
SAINT VALOREI. 
Wretch that I am, 
Why was I ſnatch'd from ſlaughter? why deliver'd 
From barbarous infidels ? why, when o'erwhelm'd 
And ſinking in th' oblivious deep, preſerv'd, 
Waſh'd like a floating fragment to the ſhore, 
Sav'd, nouriſh'd, ranſom'd by the very hand 
That cuts my heart aſunder; fer in view 
Of all my foul held dear; and now, ev'n now, 
As I reach forth my hand to ſeize the goal, 
The reſting-place and haven of my hope, 
Daſh'd in a moment back, and loſt for ever ? 
| GYFFORD, 
Such is the will of Heaven | For me, thus old, — 
And blighted with misfortune, I've no ſtrength, 
No root to bear againſt this ſecond ſtorm ; 
There, whete I fall, Pl make myſelf a grave. 
Saint VALO RAI. 
No more of this: you've heard my laſt 8 
For I muſt ſoon put off theſe monkiſh weeds, 
And what a conſecrated knight ſhould do, | 
Fitting the Croſs he wears, that muſt be done.— 
2 How 
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How ſtands your preparation for to-morrow ? 
Will ſhe depart ? 
GYFFORD. 

5 I think ſhe will; for now 
The Lord De Courci, from King Henry ſent, 
Bears courtly ſalutation to your Lady, 
With formal ſummons to her challenger. 

SAINT VALORũI. 

If it be that De Courci who was once 
My youth's companion, and my boſom friend, 
A more accompliſhed knight ne'er carried arms: 


His coming is moſt timely.— Tell me, Gyfford, 


Remembereſt thou the armour which I wore 
When in the liſts I combated Fitz-Oſborn ?— 
1 gave it to my wife. 

GYFFORD. 

I well remember, 
SAINT V ALORI. 

And hath ſhe kept it, think'ſ thou? 

GYFFORD. 
She hath kept it. 
SAINT VALOR1, 
Tis well; for that's the ſuit, the very ſuit, 


Which I muſt wear to-morrow. 


GYFFORD, | 
Ah, my Lord 
She hath beſtow'd that armour on her champion ; 
And young Montgomeri with to-morrow's dawn 
Starts, like another Phaeton, array'd 
In ſubſtituted ſplendor : on his arm 
He bears the ſhield of great Saint Valori, 
A golden branch of palm, with this device, 

* Another, 
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Another, and the ſame !'—*Twill be a pageant 

Glittering as vanity and love can make it. 

SAINT VALORI, 

Mournful as death.—My armour will ſhe take? 

My ſhield, my banners, to array her champion ? 

Let them beware how they divide the ſpoil _ 

Before the lion's kilPd,—Oh, fall of virtue! 

Oh, all ye matron powers of modeſty 

How time's revolving wheel wears down the edge 

Of ſharp affliction ! Widows ſable weeds 

Soon turn to grey; drop a few tears upon them, 

And duſky grey is blanch'd to bridal white; 

Then comes the ſun, ſhines thro* the drizzling 
ſhow'r, | 

And the gay rainbow glows in all its colours. 


END oF THE SECOND ACT. 
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m. 


SCENE I. 


An Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter Lord Hildebrand and Saint Valori. 


H1LDEBRAND. 
H, father Carmelite ! where haſt thou been ? 
Was it well done to leave thy wretched friend 
To be devour'd by heart-conſuming anguiſh ? 
SAINT VALORI. 
I left you to repoſe. | 
. HilDEBRAND. 
I know it not : 
Sleep is my horror; then the furies riſe ; 
Then pale Saint Valori appears before me: 
Trembling I wake, cold damps bedew my limbs, 
And my couch floars with tears.—ls this repoſe ? 
| SAINT VALORI. 
No; yet it moves my wonder why your conſcience, 
Mute for ſo many years, ſhou'd on the ſudden 
Break into voice, and cry ſo loud againſt you.— 
I found you lulPd in a luxurious calm, 


Feaſting upon the ſpoils of him you ſtabb'd ; 


Your 
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Your caſtle flow'd with revelry and wine, 
And you the loudeſt of the ſons of riot: 
Where was your conſcience then? 
H1LDEBRAND. 
| With you it came; 
You are the father of my ſoul's repentance : 
Your faſcinating eye pervades my breaſt ; 
Conſcious, abaſh'd, uncover'd to the heart, 
I ſtand before you to your ear confide 
Things unreveaPd to man. Now, as I ſee you, 
Tho? in religion's peaceful garment cloath'd, 
Saint Valori methinks appears before me, 
Dreadful in arms, and braves me to the liſts, 
SAINT VALORI, 
Take food and reſt, recruit your body's ſtrength, 
And you'll forget theſe fears. 
HILDEBRAND. 
Pl die with famine 
Before I'll eat the charitable bread 
Of her I made a widow ; and for ſlcep, 
I tell thee once again fleep is my horror, 
Methought but now by ſhipwreck I was plung'd 
Into the foaming ocean ; on the ſhore 
Your figure ſtood with beck'ning hand outſtretch'd 
To ſnatch me from the waves; chear'd with the fight, 
Thro' the white ſurf I ſtruggled ; with ſtrong arm 
You rais'd me from the gulph; joyful I ran 
I' embrace my kind prelerver—when at once 
Off tell your habit, bright in arms you ſtood, 
And with a voice of thunder cried aloud, 
Villain, avaunt ! I am Saint Valori !!— 
Then puſh*d me from the cliff: down, down I fell, 
Fathoms on fathoms deep, and ſunk for ever! 
SAINT 
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| | Saint VALORI. 
This was your dream. 
H1iLDEBRAND. 
Now hear my waking terrors.— 
Rous'd by this dream I ſtarted ; to the wall 
Furious I ruſh'd, to daſh my deſperate brains : 
Burſt with the force, a ſecret door flew open, 
Where full in view a lighted altar blaz'd 
With holy tapers bright; around it hung 
The funeral trophies of Saint Valori; 
Red gleam'd the banner of the bloody Croſs, 
And on a tablet underneath was written, 
* Pray for the peace of his departed ſoul !” 
Upon my knees I dropt, and would have pray'd, 
When ſoon, behold ! the Lady Widow enter'd, 
Led by the generous youth who ſav'd our lives: 
I roſe, made low obeiſance, and retir'd. 
SAINT VALORI. 
You left them there.—Did all this paſs in lence ? 
HiLDEBRAND. 
All; not a word was ſpoken. 
SAINT VALOR1, 
Did you note 
Her look, her action How did ſhe diſmiſs you? 
Abruptly, eagerly ? 
HILDEBRAND. 
With matron grace, 
Her hand thus gently waving, ſhe diſmiſs'd me; 
The other hand moſt lovingly was lock'd 
In his on whom ſhe lean'd. 
| SAINT VALOR1, 


No more of this. 
Hark ! 
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Hark l you are ſummon'd—rouſe from this deſpair; 
Shake off your lethargy ! Trumpet. 
HiLDEBRAND. 

What trumpet's that? 
SAINT VALORI, 
To you, or to your challenger, the laſt ; 
Death ſounds the knell, and juſtice ſeals the doom. 
HIiLDEBRAND, 


My ſoul ſinks down abaſh'd : I cannot fight; 


What wou'd you more? I have confeſt the murder. 


SAINT VALORI. 
You have confeſt you know not what: retire ! 
Go to your chamber; I will quickly follow, 
And bring you comfort. Nay, make no reply. 
The time is labouring, wond'rous things and new 
Preſs to the birth; prepare yourſelf to meet them. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Matilda and her Domeſtics, De Courci and 
his Train, 


| MATILDA 
My noble Lord, thrice welcome ! you are come 
To glad the mourner's heart, and with your preſence 
Make her poor cottage rich. 
Dz Covurcn. 
Moſt noble Lady, 
Henry of Normandy, the kingly heir 
Of England's mighty conqueror, of his grace 
And princely courteſy, by me his ſervant, 
As a moſt loving father, kindly greets you : 
Which ſalutation paſt, I am to move you 
Upon the matter of your ſuit afreſh, 
D 
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Its weight and circumſtance; how many years 

It hath been let to ſleep; what forfeiture 

And high default you ſtand in, ſhou'd it fail: 

Conjuring you, as fits a Chriſtian king, 

By the lov'd memory of your honour'd Lord 

Who now hath tenanted the ſilent grave 

Theſe twenty years and more, not to proceed 

In this high matter on furmiſe, or charge 

Of doubtful circumſtance; the crime alledg'd 

Being ſo heinous, the appeal ſo bloody, 

And he whom you attaint ſo brave and noble. 

MATILDA, 

I know, my Lord, in property the law 

Can plead preſcription and the time's delay; 

But juſtice, in an inquiſition made for blood, 

With retroſpective eye thro? ages paſt 

Moves her own pace, nor hears the law's demur,— 

Why I have let this murder ſleep thus long, 

Neceſſity, and not my will, muſt anſwer. 

The conqueror William, and his furious ſon, 

With iron hand upheld th' oppreſſor's power, 

And ſtopt their ears againſt the widow's cries. 

In painful filence brooding o'er my gricf, 

On this lone rock, upon the ocean's brink, 

Lear after year I languiſh'd, in my dreams 

Converſing oft with ſhadowy ſhapes and horrors, 

That ſcar'd me into madneſs.—Oh, my Lord! 

Bear with my weakneſs: pray regard me not; 

I have a remedy at hand=my tears. [ weeps. 
: DE Covrci. 

Sad relict of the braveſt, beſt of men, 

Tell not thy griefs to me, nor let my words 

{Which by commiſſion, not of choice, I ſpeak) 


Shake 
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Shake thy firm purpoſe; for on England's throne 

No tyrant ſits, deaf to the widow's cauſe, 

But Heav'n's vicegerent, merciful and juſt. 

If ſtedfaſt thou art fix'd in thy appeal, 

Stedfaſt in juſtice is thy ſovereign too. 

Bring forth thy knight appellant, for the liſts 

Expect him, and may Heav'n defend the right! 
MATILDA. 

Thanks to thy royal ſender! on my knee 

I ofter prayers to Heaven for length of days, 

And bleſſings ſhower'd on his anointed head. 

Now, gallant Lord, you ſhall behold my champion, 

My ſhepherd boy, who, like the ſon of Jeſſe, 

UnſkilPd in arms, muſt combat this Philiſtine.— 

Montgomeri, come forth ! 


Enter Montgomeri. 


DE Covurci. 

Is this your knight ? 
| MATILDA, | 
This is my knight. I truſt not in the ſtrength 
Of mortal man; Heav'n will uphold my cauſe, 
And to a murderers heart will guide the blow, 

Tho' from an infant's hand. 
DE CovuRci. 
Of what degree 

Muſt I report him ? In the royal liſts, 
Againſt ſo proud a name as Hildebrand, | 
The warlike forms of knighthood will demand 
That noble ſhall to noble be oppos'd- 
3 MATILDA: 

Not unprepar'd I ſhall attend the lifts, 
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And at my ſovereign's feet prefer the proofs 
Which honour's forms demand. 

Dr Covrcr. | 

You know the peril, 


If you fall ſhort, 
MATII DA. 
I take it on my head. 
| DE CovRrci. 
Where have you ſery'd ? What battles have you 
ſeen ? 
| MonTGOMER1. 
Few and unfortunate have been the fields 
Where I have fought.—I ſerv'd a ſinking cauſe; 
Robert of Normandy was my liege Lord, 
Fe or I am Norman born. 
DE Covrc1i. 
Have you been train'd 
In tournaments ? 
MonTGOMERI. 
I never broke a lance, 
Nor ſhall I, as I hope, but in his heart 
Who ſtabb'd Saint Valori. 
DE Covrci. 
Noble Lady, 
I wou'd impart ſomething of neareſt import 
To your more private ear. 
MarTiLlDa. 
| Let all withdraw: [hey withdraw. 
Leave us.—And now, my Lord and honour'd gueſt, 
Impart your noble thoughts; for ſure I am 
None others can be native of a ſoul, 


Where courteſy and valour are enſhrin'd, 
| "Af 


* 
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As in a holy altar, under guard 
Of conſecrated keepers—therefore ſpeak; 
Dz Coukrci. 
Let infamy fix on me, when I wrong 
A confidence fo generous !—Heay'n beſtow'd 
One friend, the pride and bleſſing of my lite 
Heav'n, when you loſt a huſband, from me alſo 
Toak that one friend away, and in his grave 
Buried my heart beſide him. 
MATII DA. 
Tes, my Lord, 
We both have cauſe to mourn him: I remember 
The day he parted for the Holy Wars, 
His manly boſom ſtruggling to repreſs 
Its-burſting paſſion, in thoſe racking moments, 
When ſtern religion rent him from my arms, 
Then, even then, in his capacious foul | 
Friendſhip had part—=you ſhar'd it with Matilda. 4% 
Need I proceed? ah, no! for you was preſent, 
You took him from me, on your neck he fell ;— 
I parted, ſunk, and never ſaw him more. 
De CouRC1. 

"Twas in thoſe parting moments he committed 
A ſacred charge, the very teſt of friendſhip, 
Your ſoft unſheltered beauty, to my care. 
I ferv*d, confol'd you, lov'd you as a brother; 
But ſoon Saint Valori call'd me from my charge, 
For war and ſickneſs had conſum'd our hoſt, 
And Paleſtine was drench'd with Chriſtian blood. 
We fought, we conquer'd, and from Pagan hands 
Reſcu'd the captive Croſs : and now command 
My zealous heart, you are it's miſtreſs itil]. 

D 3- MATILPDA. 
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MArIL DA. 
T here needs not this, my Lord; for I can read 
Your zeal withour a preface : freely then, 
As a friend ſhou'd, and plainly ſpeak your thoughts. 

De Courci. 
When rumour of this combat reach'd my ears, 
Without delay I ſent a truſty page, 
Offering myſelf as your devoted knight : 
He brought for anſwer, that you had a champion, 
Lou thank'd me for my offer; cold repulſe 
Temper'd in courteous phraſe ! ſtill I ſubmitted 
In ſilence, as became me, to your pleaſure, 
Muling who this might be—— 

MaTILDA. 

And now you find him 

A ſtripling youth unknown, in arms a novice, 


And you condemn my choice; theſeare your thoughts. 


DE Covrci. 
I do confeſs it. Oh, reflect in time 
Think not becauſe nature hath caſt a form 
In fair proportion, ſtrung his youthful joints 
With nerves that bear him bounding to the chace, 
Or hurl the wreſtler in the ſhouting ring, 
Thar you have train'd a champion to encounter 
A combatant ſo practis'd in the liſts, 
So valorous in fight as Hildebrand. 
MATILDA. 
What I have done, I've done: your zeal, my Lord, 
May ſtart new terrors for my hero's danger, 
Shake me with new alarms; but change it cannot. 
DR Covurc1. 
Turn not away, bur. ſtill with patience hear me. 
Think what you are, great in yourſelf, yet greater 
As 
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As brave Saint Valori's widow : Oh preſerve 
That name untainted; hear what honour counſels; 


Truth makes me bold, your danger is my warrant, | 


MaTILDA, 


You was my huſband's friend; I own your plea. - 


Lo! I am turn'd to hear: proceed. 
DE Courci. 
I was his friend, 
I am your's alſo; and as ſuch I warn you 
Againſt a deed ſo fatal, that the ſteel 
Of Hildebrand gave not a ſtab more mortal 
To life than this to fame. 
MArIL DA. 
My Lord, my Lord! 
You riſe too faſt upon me, and advance 
Too ſtrongly on ſo weak a diſputant, 
So much to ſeek for reaſon as I am. 
| DE Cove. 
May I not then demand, what is this boy, 
Whom you thus dignity ? this page, this lacquey, 
The very topmolt pitch of whoſe promotion 
Had been to touch the ſtirrup of Saint Valori? 
MATILDA. 
What is he - but you queſtion me too harſhly ; 
PI anſwer to the King; but to a friend 
Who treats me with ſuſpicion, I am ſilent. 
You bid me call to memory what I am: 
I hope, when thus you ſchool me, you yourſelf 
In your own precepts need no monitor. | 
I think I am as humble as I ſhou'd be 
Under ſuch hard correction. I acknowledge 
Two powerful duties: to my huſband one, 
The firſt and ſtrongeſt; to yourſelf the next, 
D 4 As 
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As my much-honour'd gueſt ; but I oppoſe 
The tyranny of friendſhip, which would ſtamp 
Diſhonour on the worthy, and forbid 
My free affections to direct their choice 
Where nature warrants, and my ſoul approves. 
[ Exit. 
DE Covkrci alone. 
Why then there's no perfection in the ſex, 
Or I had found it here. Farewell to grief; 
So much for tears! tho' twenty years they flow, 
They wear no channels in a widow's checks; 
And ſtill the ambuſh'd ſmile lurks underneath 
'The watery ſurface, ready to ſtart up 
At the next lover's ſummons ; now to greet 
A hero's paſſion, now to wed a page. 
Enter Saint Valori. 
SAINT VALORI. 
My Lord De Courci, doth your memory ſerve 
To recollect a certain pledge of love, 
A jewel, which the lady of this houſe 
Gave to her huſband by your hands ? 
DE Covkrci, 
| A bracelet; 
She took it from her arm when they did part : 
J well remember it. 
SAINT VALORI, 
Was it like this ? 
Dez Covrci. 
The very ſame; I gave it to Saint Valori 
When he embark'd for Paleſtine. 
SAINT VALORI. 
| | You did: 
J had it then; your memory is perfect. 
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DE Covurcn. 
You had it then What muſt I think of this? 
SAINT VALORũI. 
Can you this little token keep in mind, 
And not remember him you gave it to ? 
neee 
Explain yourſelf; you ſpeak in myſteries. 
SAINT VALORũI. 
Be temperate then; let not your loud ſurprize 
Betray me to the houſe: I'm here unknown. 
DE Courc1. 
Impoſſible ! tho? the dead roſe again, 
Yet this can not be he. 
SAINT VALORI. 
My friend! my friend! 
Come to my arms ! let this embrace convince you. 
+ Wn CovaAch. 
Oh earth and heaven! he lives. 
SAINT VALORI. 
He lives indeed 
To a new life of miſery. Be ſtill ! 
Forbear to queſtion me : another time 
Thou ſhalt hear all, but let this hour be ſacred 
To friendſhip's preſſing call, —My wife ! my wife! 
DE Covkrci, 
Oh, my prophetic fears 
SAINT VALORI, 
Unhappy woman! 
For why ſhou'd I accuſe her? twenty years 
A mournful widow, and at laſt to ſtarc 
So wide from all propriety ; and now, 
After ſo brave a ſtruggle, now to ſink 
Her honour, which ſtill bore ſo proud a ſail 
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Thro? the rough tide of time: oh bitter thought 
Oh aggravating ſhame ! 

Dz Courci, 

Alas, my friend, 
How ſhall I comfort you? I ſee you point 
At young Montgomeri : in friendſhip's right 
I aſk*d her private ear, and boldly urg'd 
The peril of her fame. 
SAINT VALORI. 

And what reply? 

Dr Covrkci. 
Patient at firſt ſhe heard ; but when I touch'd 


The maſter-ſtring, and ſet to view how baſe 


The.choice of ſuch a minion, ſuch a page, | 
Then but *rwere painful to deſcribe the ſcene, 


Vain to conceal : ſhe loves him to diſtraction. 


SAINT VALORI. 
Can it be doubted ? She has married him. 
DE Covrci. 


2 Indeed [ 


SAINT VALORI. 
I have a truſty ſervant here, 


Who ſaw her claſp him in her wanton arms, 


Twine, like pale ivy round the poliſh'd bark 
Of the ſmooth beech, whilſt rapt*rous ſhe exclaim'd, 
My hero! my Saint Valori ! my huſband!“ 
Oh, ſhe is loſt, beyond redemption loſt ! 

DE Cove. 

Who now ſhall dream of conſtancy in woman? 
Wer to be done ?- Vour life diſſolves the combat. 
SAINT. VALORI, 

That ſhame I've ſav'd her from: Lord Hildebrand 
Is dying 1 in this houſe, 
DE 
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DE Covr ci. 
Lord Hildebrand 
How many ſtrange events are here combin'd 
Of ſorrow and ſurprize ! fo thick they crowd, 
So ſwift they change, I know not where to turn, 
Nor what to counſel. 
SAINT VALORI, 


What can counſel give ? 
Can words revoke, can wiſdom reconcile, 
Th' indiſſoluble web which fate has wove ? 
And ſhall I ſtay and harbour here with ſhame? 
Walk, like a diſcontented moping ghoſt, 
To havnt and hover round their nuptial bed, 
When I can die, as I have liv'd, in arms? 
Off, holy counterfeit ! begone; diſguiſe | 

DE CovRrci 
Stop, I conjure you : ruſh not on deſpair, 
SAINT VALORI. 
Deſpair !—And have I worn the Croſs ſo long 
But as the maſk and mockery of religion? 
No, *tis the armour of a Chriſtian knight, 
And with this gauntlet I defy N 
DE Courci. 

Then by that ſacred ſymbol, by our friendſhip 
And faithful brotherhood in God's holy ſervice, 
do beſeech thee to perſiſt in hope: 
For whilſt one circumſtance of doubt remains, 
One, tho? the {lighteſt fragment is afloat, 
That fond credulity ere clung to, ſtill, 
Still will I keep ſome happy chance i in view 
To ſave thy lady's honour, 


SAINT 
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SAINT VALORũI. 

Gallant friend, 

Thy counſel ſhall prevail, I will perſiſt; 
And as misfortune is the world's beſt ſchool 
For true philoſophy, I will extract 
The cordial patience from the bitter root 
Of this implanted pain. Come, brave De Courci 
Pleaſure's gay ſcene, and hope's deluſive dream, 
Are vaniſh'd, loſt, love's fairy palace ſinks 
In the falſe fleeting ſand on which 'twas built; 
Whilſt thy immortal conſtancy alone 
Stands in the waſte, a ſolitary column, 
To tell life's mournful traveller where once 


Joy revell'd, and a ſtately fabric roſe. 
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Enter Matilda and Lord Hildebrand. 


MarTILDA. 
YTOP, ftranger | wherefore have you left your 
chamber ? 
Will you go forth with all your wounds about you ? 
Return, nor raſhly counteract our care, 
That labours to preſerve you. 
HILDEBRAND, 
Shall I make 
Your houſe a grave ? The wounds you ſee are no- 
thing, 
Their . may be aſſuag d by drugs and ointments ; 
Nature abounds in ſimples, that can heal 
Theſe tumours of the body. 
MarII DA. 
If the cure 
Be, as you ſay, ſo eaſy, why oppoſe it? 
Is pain your choice, that you reſiſt our medicines, 
And thus expoſe your rankling wounds undreſt 
To the raw feſt'ring air? | 
HiLDEBRAND, 
Ah, generous lady ! 


'Tis but a ſuperficial flattering art 
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To heal the ſkin, and make the ſurface whole, 
When an unſearchable and mortal ſting 


Has pierc'd the nobler part. 8 
MarTiLpa. 
That ſting is grief: 


You mourn a wife, perhaps, or ſome dear friend, 
In your late ſhipwreck loſt : if it be fo, x 
P11 not arraign your ſorrow ; yet remember 
Tho? ſhort of their allotted time they fell, 
*Twas Heav'n that ſtruck them ſhort ; they were 
not murder'd, 
As wy Saint Valori, by vile treach'rous man. 
HIiLDEBRAND, 
Oh, horror horror! 
MArII pA. 
Have I touch'd the cauſe ? 
Was there a friend? a wife? 
HIL DEBRAN P. 
Nor wife, nor friend: 
And yet—— 
. MariLDa. 
What yet? Your heart perhaps was fix'd 
Upon your freighted treaſures, hoarded up 
By carking care, and a long life of thrift, 
Now without intereſt or redemption ſwallow'd 
By the devouring bankrupt waves for ever : 
What then? your cares have periſh'd with your 
fortune. 
H1iLDEBRAND. 
The wreck of friends and fortune I bewail 
As things Heav'n gives and takes away at pleaſure ; 
Conditional enjoyments, tranſient loans, 


Bliſs that accumulares a debt of pain : 
: 8 Swift 
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Swift their ſucceſſion, ſudden their reverſe. 
To-day the ſetting ſun deſcends in tears, 
To-morrow's dawn breaks forth, and all is joy : 
But guilt involves me in perpetual night ; 
No morning ſtar, no glimmering ray of hope; 
Eternal toſſings on a bed of thorns, 
Conſcience, that raven, knelling in my ear, 
And vulture furies plucking at my heart! 
MarTiLDA, 
Then I conjectur'd right, and *tis remorſe 
Which tortures you; I read it in your eyes. 
Did that deſcending virtue come on earth, 
To ſet at large the captive or the free? 
Twas to redeem the captive: Turn to him, 
Turn then, and ſeek your ſaving hope, repentance ; 
Go to your Carmelite, confeſs to him, 
Fly to your ſoul's phyſician for a cure; 
Whether with ſoft emollients he aſſuage, 
Or with corroſive penances conſume 
The cank*rous gangrene that now gnaws your heart. 
H1LDEBRAND. 
I have confeſs'd to him, he knows my guilt ; 
But what can he, alas ! there lives but one 
Under Heav*n's canopy, who can abſolve.— 
Hither th' immediate hand of Heav'n has led me, 
Hopeleſs of pardon, to expire before you, 
And caſt your huſband's murderer at your feet. 
MATILDA. 
Ah, Scorpion |! is it thou? I ſhake with horror.— 
Thee have I pitted ? thee have I preſery'd ?— 
Monſter, avaunt ! Go to the rocks for food, 
Call to the winds for pity ! lay thee down 
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Beneath ſome blighted yew, whoſe pois'nous leaf 
Kills as it falls; there howl thyſelf to death 
Hangs the roof o'er us yet? I am aſtoniſh'd, — 
Art not aſham'd, O earth, to bear him yet ? 
O ſea, to caſt him up again ?—Begone ! 

HILDEBRAND. 
I do not wait for pardon, but for death : 
Call to your ſervamts; whelm me with their ſwords, — 
Heav'n throws me on your mercy ; you receiv'd 
And gave me ſhelter ; hoſpitably tender'd 
Food and reſtoring med'cines ; I refus'd them : 
My thirſt is unallay'd, my wounds undreſt, 
No particle of food has paſt my lips, 
For I diſdain a fraud upon your pity ; 
And, where I can't have pardon, ſcorn ſupport. 
The only mercy I implore is death. 

MATILDA. 

Mercy! and dare thy tongue pronounce the name ?— 
Mercy ! thou man of blood, thou haſt deſtroy'd it. 
It came from heaven to ſave Saint Valori : 
You ſaw the cherub meſſenger alight 
From its deſcent ; with outſpread wings it ſate, 
Covering his breaſt ; you drew your curſed ſteel, 
And thro? the pleading angel pierc'd his heart. 
Then, then the moon, by whoſe pale light you ſtruck, 
Turn'd fiery red, and from her angry orb 
Darted contagious ſickneſs on the earth ; 

The planets in their courſes ſhriek'd for horror; 
Heav'n dropt maternal tears. —Oh ! art thou come? 
Enter Montgomeri. 
MonTGOMERI. 

Why doſt thou tremble ? Why this ghaſtly terror ? 
MATILDA 


STE: 0 DV 49 


|  MaTiILDaA. 

Save me, ſupport me! In thy arms I fall: 
I mov'd not till thou cam'ſt, leſt I had ſunk 
Upon the floor, and catching at the hand 


That ſtabb'd Saint Valori, his touch had kill'd me. 


Mon TGoOMERIq, : 
That ſtabb'd Saint Valori ! Is this the wretch ? 
Is Hildebrand before me ?—Draw, thou traitor ! 
Stand to defence, or die 

HIILDEBRAN DOD. 
Behold my heart ! 
Strike! I expect no mercy. 
MATILDA. 
Stop thine hand: 

Black tho' he be, as infamy can make him, 
He is defenceleſs, wounded, and expiring. 


HILDE BRAND. 


Wilt chou not add, repentant I am vanquiſh'd, 


Body and ſoul laid proſtrate by deſpair. 

do confeſs my crime: what can I more? 

Caſtle, demeſne, and treaſure, all the ſpoils 

Of my accurſed avarice, I reſign : 

Take my life too ; diſmiſs me from a world 
Where I have none to mourn me, no kind hand 
To cloſe my eyes; of children, wife, and friends, 
(Save only this poor Carmelite) bereft z 

Be merciful to him, he is not guilty, 

If I dare aſk a little earth to cover me 

For Chriſtian decency, I would but that, 

That were too much==my tears will fink a grave. 


M on TGOMER1. 
He's deeply penitent : you'll not refuſe 
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What he petitions for : *twere moſt unchriſtian 
To let him die without the church's rites. 
MATIL DA. 
Forbear ! 
MonTGOMERI. 
He's dying—lee, he faints—he falls. 
[Hildebrand /inks on the ground, 
*Twill give him comfort in the hour of death; 
And that I'd give ev'n to a murderer, 
MATILDA. 
You never knew your father, and in you 
Pity is natural; in me *tis treaſon 
To breathe the air which his pollution taints ; 
A crime to look upon his eyes and live. 
MonTGOMER1. 
I feel, I feel your cauſe ; there let him fall : 
Die where he liſts, but give his corpſe a grave.— 
And ſee, the Carmelite approaches, 
MATIL DA. | 
| Hah ! 
The Lord De Courci too !—Stand by the body; 
And if the wretch has breath to ſpeak again, 
Call them to witneſs his confeſſion, Mark 
In Heav'n's own preſence, mark this awful ſcene, 
And write it on thy heart!—Farewell! Be conſtant! 
[Exit Matilda. 
Enter Saint Valori and De Courci. 
MonTGOMERE. 
Noble De Courci, and thou reverend father, 
From whom the penitent in life's laſt hour 
Draws holy comfort, look upon that wretch, 
Viſit his foul with peace at its departure, 
And take confeſſion from his dying lips. 


SAINT 
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SAINT VALORI. 
Withdraw, and —_— apart then out of hearing, 
[T hey withdraw. 
Lord Hildebrand, if thou haſt ſenſe and motion, 
Reach forth thine hand. —So! If thou canſt, look 
up! 
I am the Carmelite. 
H1LDEBRAND. 


Oh, ſave me, ſave me 
I am a ſinful man. 


SAINT VALORI. 
But not a murderer : 

He who ſpeaks to you is Saint Valori. 

HILDEBRAND. 
God of my hope ! is it ſome bleſſed pirit 
Or living man that ſpeaks? 

SAINT VALORI. 

A living man, 

Saint Valori himſelf; no ſpirit. Mark! 
I graſp your hand in token of forgiveneſs : 
Doſt thou perceive it? 

HILDEBRAND, 

At my heart I feel it.— 

Can you forgive me ? May I die in peace ? 

SAINT VALORũI. 
Lo! thus with friendly hand I cloſe thine eyes: 
Sleep, ſleep ! and be at reſt from thy afflictions; 
Wou'd mine were laid beſide thee in the grave | 

HIiLlLDEBRAND, 

Oh balmy comfort! Oh, how ſweet to die! 
Farewell for ever: do not quit my hand 
Let it not go, till I am dead. — Farewell! | 
ö | [ Dies. 
E 2 SAINT 


But keep it, ſharpen'd for a freſh encounter; 
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4 Saint VALORI. 


He's dead ;—his ſoul forſook him with that ſigh. 
Now, Sirs, return—'tis paſt; I have beheld 
Religion's triumph, a repentant death. 


Re-enter De Courci and Montgomeri. 
Call to your ſervants, and remove the body. 
MonTGOMERI, | 
There is a charitable houſe hard by, 
Where on the ocean's edge a few poor monks, 
A lender brotherhood of Mercy, dwell ; 
For human miſery a ſmall aſylum; 


There often, from the foundering bark eſcap'd, 


The houſeleſs wretch finds ſhelter, and his wounds, 
With balſams by the fathers cull'd, are drelſs'd : 
There we'll entomb the body. 
Saint VATLORI. 
Be it fo! 
MonTGOMERI. 
You now alone ſurvive the morning's wreck : 
You by peculiar providence are ſav'd 
From a devoted veſſel, which the fins 
Of its dire owner ſunk ; ſtill I muſt wonder 


How God's own ſervant with a dæmon leagu'd, 
And piety with murder cou'd embark. 


/ 


SAINT VALORI. 
You think he was a murderer; have a care 
How you incline too raſhly to ſuch tales. 
Let not your vaſſals triumph and rejoice 
Too much o' th' ſudden , let your caſtle keep 
Some remnant of irs old propriety : 
And you, the champion, hang not up your lance 
In token of a bloodleſs victory, 


And 
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And ſtick your valour to the teſt, young knight, 
Leſt haply ſome new queſtioner ſhould come, 
And daſh your feaſt with horror, 
MonTGOMERI, 
Reverend ſtranger, 
It will become your order to deſiſt 
From threats, which cover ſome myſterious meaning, 
And ſpeak without diſguiſe, You boaſt yourſelf 
Noble Saint Valori's friend, yet plead the cauſe 
Of Hildebrand, defend him from the crime 
Of murder, and with gloomy menace bid me 
Expect ſome new appellant.— Lo] I'm ready, 
SAINT VALORI, 
Away, vain boy, away! 
 MonTGcoMER1I. 
Vain-let me be, 
Not of myſelf, but of the cauſe I ſtand for : 
The Lady of Saint Valori accounts me 
Worthy to be her champion, by that title 
I do impeach the memory of Lord Hildebrand ; 
And in the preſence of this Lord, whoſe perſon 
Stands for the King, arraign him as a murderer : 
If any loves his memory 1o well 
As to adopt his cauſe, let him ſtand forth, 
I pledge myſelf to anſwer. 
 SainT VATLORI. 
Lord De Courci, 
Shall I reveal myſelf? I'm ſtrongly tempted. [ Ade. 
DR Covkci. 
I do proteſt againſt 1 it; and conjure you, 
Whilſt he is thus in train, leave it to me 
To draw confeſſion up. | 


< 


E 3 SAINT 
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SAINT VALORI. 
am content. 
DE Covrci. 
Montgomeri, in virtue of my charge 
I've noted your defiance : ſhould there come 
A knight of known degree to challenge it, 
Say, by what ſtile and title wilt thou anſwer ? 
 MonTGCOMERI:» 
Aſk that of her in whoſe defence I ſtand, 
Dx Council. 
We know thee for her champion; but declare, 
Haſt thou no nearer name, no cloſer tie? | 
SAINT VALORI. - 
Anſwer to that.— Tis palpable, tis $ grols : ; 
Your ſilence is confeſſion. 
MonTGOMER1I, 
Ah, good father, 
Have you ſo us'd confeſſion as an engine 
To twiſt and torture ſilence to your purpoſe, 


And ſtain the truth with colouring not its own ? 
SAINT VALORI. 


The man who flies to ſilence . for evaſion, 
When plainly queſtion'd, aims at a deception 
Which candour's ſelf will conſtrue to condemn him. 
| MonTGOMERI1I, 
 Thyſelf a ſtranger, dark, inſcrutable, 
With Hildebrand aſſociate, thou to queſtion me 
Firſt anſwer for thyſelf. 
8 AINT VALOIAI. 
For myſelf then 

De Cou xe. 

Stop, recollect your thoughts | 


SAINT 
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SAINT VALORI. 
Thanks, noble Lord. 


For myſelf, then, I own I am your debtor 
For no leſs gift than life; and tho? that life 
Makes what you gave a gift of miſery, 
Yet is the gift uncancelFd. 
Mon TGOMERTI. 
: Set 1t down 
For nothing but the mutual debt of nature, 
Common from man to man,—To-morrow's ſun, 
With favouring winds to aid us, ſhall tranſport 
This caſtle's noble miſtreſs and myſelf 
Acrols the ſtreight that ſevers this fair iſle 
From 1ts maternal ſhore; there to renew 
At Henry's feet, againſt this bloody man 
Newly deceas'd, our criminal appeal, 
Arraigning him for murder, 
SAINT V ALORI. 
Hah ! beware! 
MonTGOMERI. 
Who ſhall oppoſe it? 
Saint VALORI. 
I ; this noble witneſs ! 
Truth, and the living evidence of fight. 
MoNnTGOMERI. 
To you, my Lord De Courci, not to him, 
Who is a ſon of peace, to you, a knight 
SeaPd with the Croſs, and militant for truth, 
Thus I appeal. What ſay you to our charge? 
DE CouRci. 
F _ falſe; I pledge my life upon the proof, 
MonTGOMERTI, 
Hah! by my father's ſoul, if thou ſhalt dare 
E 4 To 
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To whiſper that to-morrow— 
De Covxcr. 
If I dare 
To whiſper i it My herald ſhall proclaim it; 
PI cry it in the liſts.— There is my gauntlet. 
[throws it down. 
| SAINT VALORũI. 
Hold, I forbid it— [Takes up De Courci's gauntlet. 
Brother of the Croſs, 
Upon your knightly. honour I conjure you 
Put up your gauntlet : I revoke the combat. — 
Hear me, young Sir, you tread upon your grave ; 
Fate waves the ſword of vengeance o'er your head; 
Pve paſs'd it by, and paid you life for life. 
Lo! I provoke you to a gentler combat 
Behold my peaceful gauntlet!— Take this jewel, 
[Gives the bracelet. 
And an hour 8 when I am on my way, 
Shew it to her (what ſhall I call your lady ?) 
To her that own'd it once. 
MonTGOMERTI. | 
I will obey you. 
What more have you in mind ? 
SAINT VALORI. 
Tell her the Monk, 
Thro' all his pilgrimage from Holy Land 
Preſerv'd it ſacred; journeying night and day, 
By ſea, by land, in ſnipwreck, in the waves, 
Still guarded it with reverence more devout 
Than holy relicks of Geparted un. 
Now *tis no longer worth: *tis her's, 'tis your's, 
Tis the next favourite's prize, a tranſient bauble, 
I The 
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The fleeting emblem of a woman's love.— 

No more: farewell! — Come, gallant Lord, to 
horſe ! [Exit with De Courci. 

MonTGOMERI, 

To horſe! why ſo a warrior would have call'd; 

With ſuch a ſtep a warrior would have trod : 

A Monk !—Myſterious man! I'll not believe i it. 

This jewel may unfold the labyrinth 

What then? ſhall I commit the clue 

To ſorrow' C tæmbling hand, or firmly hold i 5 

Till more ſhall be diſcover'd? Time direct me! 
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ev. 
e EN E 1 


A Chapel with an Altar decorated with the funeral 
Trophies of Saint Valori. Matilda 7s diſcovered 
kneeling at the Altar. Montgomeri enters, aud, 
after a Pauſe, ſpeaks. 


MonTGOMERT. 

TILL at the altar! Ever on her knees— 
Nothing but peace! peace to her huſband's ſoul 
Perpetual requiems.—If, as we believe, 

Th' uncircumſcribed ſpirit of a man | 

Walks after death, till it can find a grave, 

Or holy church, with ſoul-compelling hymns, 

Shall chaunt it to repoſe, I am amaz'd 

My father's ghoſt, whilſt unappeas'd by prayer, 

Neer took it's ſhadowy journey to this ſport. 

Why, when De Courci and the Monk outfac'd me, 

Did he not then ariſe with all his wounds, 

And ſcare them to confeſſion? J am loſt, 

Bewilder'd, and perplex'd ! But fee ! ſhe moves 
| [ Mariida ariſes, and comes down 

from the Altar to Montgomeri. 


MATILIDA. 
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MATILDA» 
My ſon! my joy! my bleſſing! 
MoNnTGOMERL 
Whence is this ? 
What ſudden transformation ? By my hopes, 
There is a joyful emanation round thee, 
That ſtrikes a gleam of rapture to my heart. 
What angel of good tidings hath been with thee ? 
Who hath exorcis'd thy deſpair, and breath'd 
This beam of placid pleaſure in thine eyes ? 
MaTILDA. : 
Thy father hath been with me. : 
*/ MonTGCOMERTI. 
Heav*ns ! my father! 
| MATILDA. 
I've ſeen him in my viſion; cothmun'd with him 
Before the altar : ſoft his accents fell, 
Like voices of departed friends heard in our dreams, 
Or muſic in the air, when the night-ſpirits 
Warble their magic minſtrelſy. 
MoNnNnTGOMERI. 


Indeed! 
Wou'd J had ſcen him too! 


MAT II DA. 
Wou'd Heav'n thou hadſt! 
MonTCOMERI, 
What was his form ? 


MATIL DA. 
Majeſtically ſweet 
He ſmil'd upon me; ſtrait thro? all my veins 
Methought I felt a thrilling virtue run, 
Healing, where'er it cours'd, both heart and brain, 


MonTGOMER1, 
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 MonTGOMER1T. 
Saw you no wounds about him ? 
MariLva. 
; None, no wounds; 
Nor was he in his youth, as when he died, 
But grey with years, and much transform'd by time: 
At firſt I knew him not, and as he ſpoke 
So chang'd methought he was, with pain I trac'd 
The faded record, 
MonTGoMERI. 
Spoke he of his murder ? 
MarII PDA. 
Oh! not a word; but as it ne'er had been, 
And he were living now, ſo look'd and ſpoke. 
 MonTGOMERI. 
*Tis ſtrange . One queſtion more - Say, did this form 
Ne'er viſit you before? 
MarT1LlDAa. 
Never, till now, 
MoNTGOMERTI. 
Nor this, nor any other ſhape ? 
MATILDA. 
Oh! never, never. 
MonTGOMERI. | 
Then, then I own my confidence is ſhaken , 
And fit it is no longer to conceal 
What I have newly heard ſo boldly vouch'd, 
That my faith reels, 
MATILDA. 
Speak, I conjure thee, ſpeak ! 
Mon TGOMERI. 
I came this inſtant from the Carmelite 
And Lord De Courci : on the floor was ſtretch'd 
The 
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The breathleſs corpſe of Hildebrand; the Monk 
In his laſt moments had been private with him : 
I urg'd the murder, to his own confeſſion 
Appealing in my accuſation's proof; 
When, ſtrange to tell | his confeſſor the Monk 
Boldly denied that he had kilPd Saint Valori. 
Rous'd at this daring inſult, and indignant, 
I rurn'd upon De Courci, and demanded 
If he wou'd vouch the falſehood : he, more hot 
And no leſs confident than t'other, hurl'd 
Defiance in my teeth, and to the ground 
Threw down his gauntlet, pledging to the truth 
Of what the Monk affirm'd, 

M ATILDA. 

| I am amaz'd; 
There is a trembling expectation in me, 
That by ſome ſecret impulſe draws me on 
To the great revelation of my fate: 
Therefore proceed! 
MonTGOMERI, 

Before I could reply, 
The Carmelite had ſeiz'd De Courci's pledge, 
And with a tone and geſture more beſeeming 
A haughty warrior than a ſon of peace, 
Sternly forbade the challenge to proceed : - 
Then with a mournful action turning tow'rds me, 
And fighing, drew from forth his boſom this, 
This pearly chain. [ Produces the bracelet. 

NMATIL DA. 

Ah Do my eyes betray me ?— 
Help, help ! uphold me, whilſt I look upon it.— 
The ſame; the ſame! I gave it to my huſband ; 

My laſt, fond, parting pledge: guide, guide my hands, 

My 
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My trembling hands to touch it.— Sacred relick ! 
Enthuſiaſtic as the pilgrim's kiſs, 
Thus to my lips I preſs thee. Hail, thrice hail |— 
To thee, O altar, with theſe banners deck'd, 
Hallow'd with daily incenſe, and belieg'd 
With never- ceaſing requiems for his ſoul, 
I dedicate this trophy of my love 
Lead me, my ſon |! 
F MonTGOMERI. 
Oh!] do'ſt thou love thy ſon ? 
MaTiLDA. | 
Love thee! O Heaven! | Falls on his neck weeping, 


MoNnTGOMERI. 
By that then I conjure thee 


Come to thy couch | Now, as thy cheek turns palc, 
Convullion ſhakes thy lip, and the full ſtream 
Burſts from thine eyes, return not to the altar : 
Let me conduct thee forth. 
MArTrIL DA. 
Where, . 8 (the Monk ? 
Shall I not ſee him ? 
 MonTGoomtsxY: 
Yes, thou ſuffering ſaint ! 
Be patient for a while, and thou ſhalt ſee him, 
MATIL DA. 
Come then, diſpoſe of me as to thy love 
And piety ſeems beſt: I will obey, 
Let me have this Thou wilt not take this from me.” 
[ Holding the bracelct. 
MonTGoMER1I. 
Not for the worth of all this world, 
MAT IL oA. 
I thank thee. [¶ZExeunt. 
7 Enter 
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Enter Saint Valori, De Courci, and Gyfford. 


SAINT VALORI, 
Suffer this laſt one weakneſs,-Hah ! ſhe's gone; 
The chapel is deſerted : I had hop'd 
Once more to have look'd upon her ere we parted, 
DE CovuRc1. 
Tis better as it is. 
SAINT VALORũI. 
It may be ſo; 
And yet *twere ſtern philoſophy, methinks, 
That could refuſe the ſight one ſhort indulgence, 
Ere the heart breaks with ſorrow. 
DE Covrc1i. 
I am pain'd 
To ſee this tender ſorrow ſwell fo faſt. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Oh! call to mind how I have lov'd this woman! 
Gyfford, thou know'lt it: ſay, thou faithful ſervant, 
What was my paſſion ; how did abſence feed it? 
But how can'ſt thou compute my ſum of ſorrows ? 
Years upon years have rolPd ſince thou waſt with me: 
Time hath been wearied with my groans, my tears 
Have damp'd his wings, till he ſcarce crept along 
The. unpitying ſun ne'er wink'd upon my toils; 
All day I dragg'd my ſlavery's chain, all night 
Howl'd to its clanking on my bed of ſtraw; 
And yet theſe pains were recreation now, 
To thoſe I feel, whilſt F reſign Matilda. 
| Gfrrons 
Stay then, my noble maſter, here abide, 
And to this awful place convoke your Lady. 


SAINT 
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SAINT VALORI. 
This awful place! ſhe'll viſit it no more; | 
Or, if ſhe does, *twill be to ſtrip theſe trappings ; 
Theſe mockeries ſhall come down, they*ve had theit 

; day, 
They've ſery'd the uſes of hypocriſy, 
And feſtive garlands now ſhall fill their place 
Around this nuptial altar. 
DE Cove. 
No, my friend, 

] am a witneſs to her unfeign'd ſorrows; 
And were I left to judge of them unbiaſs'd 
By what I ſaw beſides, I ſhould believe 
She were the very mirror of her ſex 
For matchleſs conſtancy. 

SAINT VALORIL, 

You rend my heart. 
GYFFORD, 

Thrice on her knees this morning hath ſhe waſh'd 
This altar's feet with tears, and with her prayers 
Sent up a mingled cry of ſighs and groans. 

SAINT VALOR1I, 
Why then, old man, did'ſt thou diſtract my foul 
With goſſip tales to ſlander her fair fame, 
And murder my repoſe ? If thou art conſcious 
Of having wrong'd her, get thee hence, begone |! 
Fall at her feet for pardon, howl for pity, 
And hide thyſelf where light may never find thee. 

GYFFORD. 
With grief, but not with ſhame, I will retire 
From thee and light. I have not wrong'd the truth. 
| SAINT VALORI. 
Stay, Gyfford, ſtay, thou loyal, good old man ! 
| | Pity 
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Pity thy maſter, and forgive my phrenzy. 
Lo! I am calm again: the pledge I've given 


To young Montgomeri ſhall be the teſt: | 
Yes, with that chain I'll draw her to the proof 0 
- Link'd and entwin'd about her heart I'll hold it, 1 
And tent her nature to its inmoſt feelings.— | - 


See, the young favorite comes! 


Enter Montgomeri. 


MonTGOMERIL. 4 

Oh! timely found, 1 

Well are you thus encounter'd, holy Sir! | f 

The lady of Saint Valori demands you; 
And lo! where ſhe advances. 


Enter Matilda, 
Mari oA. 


Hah ! 'tis well. 1 

In preſence of this altar we are met: 1 

And may the ſacred genius of the place | 4 

Proſper our interview | » 

SAINT VALORI. 8 

Amen! amen! L 

MATILDA, 1 

Good friends, withdraw | let none approach the ; 
chapel | 


Whilſt we are private, Now be firm, my heart ! * 
[They go out —ſbe pauſes ſome time, and then 1 
addreſſes herſelf to Saint Valori.] | 
Father, I thank you |—T've receiv'd your pledge, 
The ſmall, but prizeleſs relick you have brought me. 
The bracelet, given by Lord De Courc!'s hands 
In times long paſt (fie, fie upon theſe tears, 
| F They 
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They will have way!) to a departed friend. 
Perhaps he priz'd this trifle but alas ! 
*Tis fated, like the arm from which ' twas taken, 
Never to claſp him more. 
SAINT VALORI. 
Alas! I fear it. 
MATII DA. 
I hope De Courci gave it to my lord. 
SAINT VALORI, 
He did: I ſa him give it. 
MATIL DA. 
Hah ! you ſaw him! 
SAINT VALORI. 
When he embark'd for Paleſtine; I've told you 
We never march'd apart. I wore the Croſs 
In thoſe fame- ſeeking days. 
MATILDA. 
I do remember.— 
And this poor favour, did my hero wear it ? 
SAINT VALORI. | 
Devoutly, at his heart. 
MarTitDa. 
; Then, then indeed 
Thou haſt beſtow'd a treaſure, Welcome, wel- 
come! [ As ſbe is preſſing it to her heart, 
St, Valori, obſerving ber agi- 
tation, runs to ber aſſiſtance. 
Saint VALORI.' 
He wore it like an amulet; with this 
Before his heart, firſt thro* the yawning breach 
Thy ſacred walls, Jeruſalem, he ſtorm'd ; 
Tore down the moony ſtandard, where it hung 


In impious triumph; thrice their Pagan ſwords 
Shiver'd 
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Shiver'd his mailed creſt, as many times 
That ſacred amulet was dy'd in blood 
Neareſt his hearr. | 
MATILDA, 
| Stop there] I charge thee, ſtop! 
Tell me no more: Oh, follow him no further, 
For ſee, th* accurſed Pyrenæans riſe, 
Streaming with blood; there helliſh murder howls; 
There madneſs rages, and with haggard eyes 
Glares in the craggy paſs |—She'll ſpring upon me 
If I advance. Oh, ſhield me from the ſight! 
SAINT VALORũI. 
Be calm, collect thyſelf: it was not there, 
It was not there Saint Valori met his death. 
Twas not the ſword of Hildebrand that flew him ; 
Tho? pierc'd with wounds, that ambuſh he ſurviv'd. 
MaTILDA. 

What do I hear? Oh, look upon this altar! 
Think where you ſtand, and do not wrong the truth. 
SAINT VALORI. 

He who is truth itſelf be witneſs for me 

Deep was the ſtroke that dire aſſaſſin gave, 

Yet ſhort of life it ſtopt; unhors'd and fall'n, 

Welt'ring in blood, your wounded huſband lay, 

Till haply found by charitable ſtrangers 

Journeying to Venice, he was heal'd, reſtor'd 

And, thence embarking, by a barbarous rover 

Was 4 Start not; but repreſs your terrors, 
MATILI DA. 

Admire not that I tremble ; marvel rather 

That I hear this and live,-Saint Valori 4 Nel [ 

The braveſt captain of the Croſs enſlav'd 

By barbarous Pagans ! 
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SAINT VALORI. 
Tedious years he ſuffer'd 


MATILDA. 
b Oh, whete, ye Heavens! 
Where was your juſtice then ?—And died he there ? 
Saint V ALORI. 
*T was not his lot to find a diſtant grave. 
MATILI DA. 
Where, where ?—oh, ſpeak | releaſe me from the 
rack 
Where did my hero fall? 
SAINT VALORI. 
Where did he fall !— 
Nor Pagan ſwords, nor ſlavery's galling chain, 
Nor murderers daggers, Afric's burning clime, 
Toils, ſtorms, nor ſhipwreck, kill'd him—here he fell] 


Grief burſt his heart—here in this ſpot he fell ! 


[He falls to the ground. 
|  MarTiLDa. 
Ah, horror, horror !-——Help, for mercy, help | 


My ſon, my ſon! your father lies before you. 


Montgomeri runs in, followed by De Courci and 
Gyfford. 


MonTGOMERIL. 
My father! Heav'n and earth ! Oh, ſave him; ſave 
him! 
Where ſhall I turn ? See, ſee ! ſhe faints, 1 falls! 
[ Supports her in his arms. 
Dez Covkci. 
He is her ſon Awake, look up, my friend! 
Live, live! De Courci bids Saint Valori live. 
| Your 


* 
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Your rival is your ſon; 
SAINT VALORI raiſing himſelf on his . 
unſheaths his dagger. 
Off! give me way: 
VII kill him in her arms. 
DE Covren. 
| He is your ſon— 
Hear me, thou frantic father ! I, De Courci, 
I ſpeak to you. Would you deſtroy your ſon ? 
SAINT VALIORI. 
Bind up his wounds. Oh, if I've ſlain my ſon, 
Perdition will not own me 
MoxTOOMER t. 
| He revives, 
Nature awakens reaſon, Huſh ! be till. 
She ſtirs. —Withold him from her arms a while; 
Let all be filence, whilſt diſpoſing Heaven, 
That ſhowers this joy, ſhall fit them to receive it. 
MATILDA. 
How could you fay my huſband is alive ? 
Which of you keeps him from me ?—Oh! 't 
cruel ! 
SA r Vroni. 
Uncaſe me of my weeds ; tear off my cowl ! 
Now, now ſhe'll know me; now I am Saint Valori. 
[Throws off his babit, and appears in armour. 
MarTiLlDa. 
Stand off ! Oh, bleſſed light of Heav'n, ſhine forth! 
Viſit my aching eyes, ye ſolar beams, 
And let me ſee my hero !—Hah ! the Croſs 
He gleams—he glimmers like a miſt he riſes, — 
He lives ! he lives ! I claſp him in my arms. 
| My 
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My ſon! my fon! oh, throw my arms about him, 
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My loſt Saint Valori! my long-loſt huſband ! 
[ Runs into his arms, 

SAINT VALORI. 
Oh my heart's joy ! do again embrace thee ? 
Soul of all honour, conſtancy, and truth 

MATILDA. 

This tranſport is too quick, it melts my brain; — 
The ſky runs round; the earth is all in motion; 
Nay, now it whirls too faſt, 

SAINT VALORI. 

| Ye ſaints in bliſs! 

Heroic matrons ! Ye angelic virtues, 
Protect your fair reſemblance |—Hah ! ſhe weeps !— 
Kind tears, I thank you! Nature's ſoft relief, 
Waters, that from the ſoul's full fount run o'er, 
To joy or grief welcome alike ye flow, 


Aſſiſt our patience, and aſſuage our pain. 


MarTilDa. 

Alas! alas! that I ſhou'd kngiy thee not.— 
What ravages have time and forrow made 
In Heav'n's moſt perfect work, the faireſt temple 
Nature e' er rear'd in majeſty and grace 

SAINT V ALORI, 
What dire calamity have we eſcap'd ! 
Now tis diſpers'd, the miſts of doubt are fled, 
Truth, like the ſun, breaks forth, and all is joy,— 


And let me cling for ever to his neck 
MoNTGOMERI. 

Oh ſympathetic energy of nature |— 

This morn a nameleſs orphan, now the ſon 

Of in parents: he for virtue fam'd, 
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For dignity of ſoul, and matchleſs courage; 

She for affection, conſtancy renown'd, 

Inſpir'd with truth, with every grace adorn'd, - 

A woman's fondneſs, and an angel's faith, 
MaTILDA. | 

Heaven hear my praiſes ! echo them, O earth 

Cherubs, that come with healing on your wings, 


Waft my thankſgiving back !—Bright beam of 


mercy |! 

Viſit the inmoſt chambers of my heart ; 

And where grief rear'd a huſband's monument 
Fix now his living image: there, as time 
Shook not the faithful witneſs from my ſoul, 
When grief aſſail'd it, ſo in joy ſupport me, 
And guard my conſtancy in both extremes, 
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8s PE AL OG UV. E 
Brothe AUTHOR; - 
Spoken by Mrs. SIDDONS, 


ADIES, we now have ſhewn a faithful wife, 
And truſi our ſcene prevails in real life; 

| Ms hope that nuptial truth's your reigning paſſin, 

| If nat—why let the flage begin the faſhion : 

| "Trs ours to paint you innocent and true ; 

| | To be what we deſcribe depends on you. — 


Two tragic maſters grac'd ih Athenian flage, 
| One ſtetch'd with candour, other daſh'd with rage: 
Old Sophacles's dames were heavenly creatures, 
His rival drew them all in fury features ; 
| Both err'd, perbaps.— The milder urg'd this ples, 
[! « [ paint iny women as they ought to be 
=: The angry bard, relentleſs ta the Fair, 
| Sternly replied, paint mine as they are. 
: Our Author (pardon if he brings his name 
| Too near to thoſe of an immortal fame) 
| At humbie diflance takes the milder plan, 
| Leſs proud to be a poet than a man : 
| | Scorns firſt to forge and then enforce a crime, 
Or poliſh libels into truth by rhyme. 
If you have faults, alas ! he bids me ſay, 
. Oh! that his wiſh cou'd charm them all away ! © 
For if no cure but cauſtics can be found, 
He will not make à fore to heal a wound ; 
If you have faults, they're faults he won't diſcover, 
To your own ſex he begs to bind you over. 
So many ladies now there are who write, 
You'll hear of all ycur trips ſome winter's night : 
Since Pegaſus has learn'd the jadiſh trick 
Jo bear a ſide- ſadale, you'll find him kick. 
But let no ſatyriſi touch my lips with gall, 
Lips from which none but grateful words ſhall fall. 
Can I forget - But I muſt here be dumb, 
So vaſi my debt, I cannot count the ſum ; 
Words would but fail me, and 1 claim no art, 
I boaft no eloquence—but of the heart. 


